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Richter's Invisible Lodge. | 
From the German of Jean Paul Friedrich Richter. 


By Charles T. Brooks. 16mo, Leisure-Hour 
Series, $1 ; Leisure-Moment Series, 30 cents. 


AUERBACH’sS PosTHUMOUS NOVEL. 


Master Bieland and his Work- | 
men. 





By Berthold Auerbach. Translated by E. Han- 
cock. 16mo, Leisure-Hour Series, $1; Leis- 
ure-Moment Series, 20 cents. 
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NEW YORK. | 
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‘* The neatest, brightest, and cleverest paper on 


‘either side of the ocean.” —Albany Express. 


‘LS & ° 


~ | 

ILLUSTRATED. | 

DEVOTED TO HUMOR AND SATIRE. | 
ISSUED THURSDAYS. 


| 
‘* It is workmanlike in every part. It is fresh, 
vigorous, gentlemanly, genial and satisfying. We 
commend it to at least fifty thousand readers in 
this town.” — Zhe Sun. 


‘* By far the best humorous and satirical publica- | 
tion of the day.’’—Rochester Union and Adv't'r. 


“ Altogether the best periodical of the kind pub- | 
lished in this courtry.”—Burlington Free Press. | 


Subscriptions, $5 per year, postage free. 
10 Cents a Copy. 


Address, Office of “LIFE,” 


1155 BROADWAY, New YorK. 
For Sale at all News Stands. 


WALL PAPER. 


Decorate and Beautify your Homes, 
Offices, &c. 


QuAINT, RARE AND CuRIOUS PAPERS BY EMI- 
NENT DECORATIVE ARTISTS, 





Close Figures given on Large Contracts. | 


If you intend to sell your house, paper it, as it | 
will bring from $2000 to $3000 more after having | 
been Papered. Samples and Book on Decora- 
tions mailed free. 


H. BARTHOLOMAE & CO., 


MAKERS AND IMPORTERS, 
124 & 126 W. 33D St., (near Broadway,) N.Y. | 


| Mrs. Julia Ward Howe and “M. E. W. S.;’’ poems, 


| principal cities, by W 


| EDITORS, - 


| men, $3.00. 





<= | 
| 
THE SEASON, | 

An Annual Record of Society in New York, | 
Brooklyn and the Suburbs. | 


Crushed strawberry cloth, gilt edges and stamp, 420 pp. 

Contains descriptions of all the notable weddings, public 
and private dinner-parties, balls, club-meetings, receptions, 
theatricals, germans, musicals, the Coaching Club’s parade, 
the Kirmess, the Hunt, Steeplechases, and all cule ovens 
from August, 1882, to June 10, 1883. Arranged alphabetic- 
ally with a classified index. It will be found entertaining | 
for summer reading, valuable as history, convenient for | 
reference and of personal interest to every one in good so- 
ciety. The introduction contains essays by Dr. Holmes, 


‘* It will be welcomed.” —New York Tribune. 


social reviews, critiques, etc. It contains the fullest and 
most graphic account of the Fancy Dress Ball. E 
The most prominent people in society have subscribed 


| for it. 


For sale at BRENTANO’S, at first-class bookstores in the 
i . Jenkins, Bellevue Ave., New- 
rt, by Srevens, Broadway, Saratoga, and at Watering | 
laces generally. 


Published by WHITE, STOKES & ALLEN, 


New York. 





Sent by mail on receipt of price, $3.00, by the editor, 
C. H. CRANDALL, 


TRIBUNE EDITORIAL Rooms, NEW YorK. 


THE CRITIC. 


A WEEKLY REVIEW OF 


LITERATURE, 
Tue FineArts, ScIENcE, 
Music, THE Drama. 


J. L. & J. B. GILDER. 





“The first literary Journal in America, | 
Its specialty is short reviews and many of | 
them ; but we do not observe that quality ts | 


sacrificed.” —LONDON ACADEMY. | 
“THE CRITIC has become a positive and | 


indispensable part of American literature.” | 

—SPRINGFIELD REPUBLICAN. 

‘ ; 8 

“THe Critic has made itself known in | 

America by the independence and ability of | 
its utterances.” —NOTES AND QUERIES. 


“ At the head of the critical Journals of | 
this country.”’—BOsTON Post. | 


For,sale at all news stands. Single 
Copies, 10 Cents; $3.50 per year in 
advance. To Teachers and Clergy- 
Remit only by post-office 
order, express order, registered letter, or 
check. Address 


THE CRITIC, 
30 Lafayette Place, New York. 


| 
| 





SUMMER RESORTS. 


PARKER HOUSE 


EUROPEAN PLAN. 


Harvey D. PARKER & Co., 
BOSTON, MASS. 











HARVEY D. PARKER. JOSEPH H BECKMAN, 
EDWARD 0. PUNCHARD, 


Hotel Netherwood, — 


ON JERSEY CENTRAL R. R. 45 MINUTES FROM 
FOOT OF LIBERTY STREET, NEW York. 











This magnificent and elegantly appointed hotel will be 
open for the reception of guests June 25th. The hotel is 
complete in all its appointments, contains 200 rooms (40 
suits with private baths), elevator, electric bells, and every 
convenience for the comfort of guests who desire the advan- 


| tage of pure mountain air and surroundings and avoid 


the expense and discomfort of protracted railroad travel. 
The hotel is of brick, six stories in height, commanding an 
unobstructed and charming view, and but two minutes’ 
walk from the Netherwood station. 

Delighful drives and stabling. 

Now open for inspection and engagements, 

Reduced rates. 


S. V. WOODRUFF, Propr. 


THE FENIMORE, 
COOPERSTOWN, 





This new and elegant hotel will open for the season 
about June 15. Fine boating, bathing, fishing and 
driving. Send for circular. 


WM. H. BURROUGHS, Proprietor. 


OTSEGO LAKE. 
COOPERSTOWN, NEW YORK. 


Eighteen hundred feet above the level of the 
sea. Driving and boating unsurpassed. Malaria, 
hay fever and mosquitoes unknown. 


THE COOPER HOUSE, 


which has accommodation for five hundred guests, 
is now open. Address, 


E. CRITTENDEN, Proprietor. 





PATENT BINDER 
FOR FILING 


- Lara: 


Cheap, Strong and Durable. 
Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any 
part of the United States for $1.00. 
Address, office’ of ‘‘ LIFE,” 


1155 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, 
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ROTHER DANA is excited. ‘‘ Why,” he irrelevently 
inquires inthe Mew York Sun, ‘‘ why, oh why will men 
thus turn the world into hell?”’ Be calm, man. Collect yourself. 
It may be to roast out the Republican party. 
* * * 


‘6 I SEE that Vesuvius is in a state of violent activity, and that 

an eruption may be expected at any minute. I know how 
this is myself.”—S. F. 7. 

* * * 

MAJOR SAMUEL HAWKINS, late president of a Selma, 

Alabama, bank, was suddenly seized with a migratory spirit 
four years ago, leaving a wife, three children and several hundred 
depositors, to mourn their loss. From recently discovered evi- 
dence it appears that the Major’s first tour included Indian Ter- 
ritory, the Pan Handle of Texas, and the lower border of New 
Mexico, and thence by the right bank of the Rio Grande and the 
waters of the Pecos, passed he into Arizona, and settled as the 
Rev. Josiah Williams within the corporate limits of King-Full, 
on the Gila River. King-Full was considered by even the most 
sanguine Baptists of that section to be about as close to the jaws 
of Gehenna as a town could reasonably be. Its inhabitants mined 
by day and played poker by night; the Mayor ran a faro bank, 
and the Aldermen kept saloons which would disgrace any centre of 
civilization outside of New York. For nine years no minister 
of the Gospel had dared to venture within gunshot of King- 
Full but one, and he returned to his flock within a week wear- 
ing a spring suit of soft asphalt trimmed with dishearteningly 
frequent feathers, besides having two calibre 44 leaks in his 
vitality which eventually led his family into an insurance liti- 
gation and himself into a cemetery. When the Mobile detectives 
who had followed Major Hawkins’ tortuous course arrived on 
the Gila and heard that he had entered King-Full as a minister 
of the Gospel, they abandoned the trail and reported back that 
he had committed suicide—a verdict in which the most eminent 
citizens of Western New Mexico concurred. For two years 
nothing further was hearl of the case. A fortnight ago, how- 
ever, a battered stranger was tenderly lifted from an ambulance 
at Fort Wingate, and conveyed into the surgical ward of the 
hospital. His nose was gone, and scallops fringing what was 
once the base of that noble prominence, suggested that the 
amputation had been of a violent and carnivorous character. 
His left ear was skewed backwards, and his right was missing 
altogether. He accounted for the loss of his seven front teeth 





by the simple statement that he had swallowed them in a hurry. 
The post surgeon did not think the seven bowie knife 
wounds in the back were necessarily fatal, unless inflam- 
mation set in from the two gunshot wounds in the right 
side, or pyemia resulted from the broken thigh, but concurred 
in the opinion of the hospital steward that the greatest danger 
lay in the cluster of buckshot which at present inhabited the sick 
man’s liver. It wasa solemn moment. The chaplain inquired 
the invalid’s name, and, as he had been in the Territory some 
little while, was not surprised when he heard it was the Rev. 
Josiah Williams. The rough-handed but simple-hearted natives 
told the rest. For a while, the Rev. Josiah, after his arrival in 
King-Full, had instructed his Sunday-schools. in the art of sing- 
ing hymns and turning a jack from the bottom:of the pack, and 
had, in his sermons intermingled piety and draw-poker witha 
zeal and discretion which drew crowds to his place of worship. 
Pursuing this plan of salvation, he prospered. He taught a Bible 
class Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays, and lectured on Keno, 
with practical illustrations, on the off nights. But with his suc- 
cess came shortsightedness. Blindly confident in his influence 
and popularity, he undertook to give a church fair, with grab- 
bag, beauty polls, clam stew and all other orthodox trimmings. 
It was more than King-Full could stand. 
* * * 


66 1 cea VEST was kicked by a mule yesterday.”— 
Correspondence Chicago Times. Is Mr. Vest training 
for ’84? 
* * * 
cé Bae Kalamazoo Gazette has pronounced in favor of Mr. 
Tilden.”—New York Sun. 
That settles it. The R. P. m. g. 
* * * 


© gee highly esteemed contemporary the Mew York World 
printed last Friday the following very startling intelligence: 


‘*A WILD DELUSION. 
The editor of THE WoRLD is a very gallant man.” 


* * * 
rz: I HAVE cut my hair and I have written a play, and still I 
fail to please. But genius cannot be crushed. I shall 
goin training for a slugging match and open a bar.”—Osca» 
Wilde. 
* * * 
Boe Fenians have a new explosive—a white powder which 
detonates only on contact with water.—V. Y. Zimes. 
Hence it will be perfectly safe for Fenians to carry. 
* * * 
HE whole sky was tinged a ghastly green, and masses of 
clouds were swept here and there in gigantic circles. 
Wherever it was possible people took to their cellars, and in no 
case where this was done was a life lost.—4. Y. Sun. 
This at first sounds as though Murat Halstead had taken to 
the stump. But it happened in Minnesota, and was only a 
cyclone. 
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THE INS AND OUTS OF CANOEING. 





Heiress, as they swim toward the shore: OH, DEAR! TO THINK OF MY 
Lost! I COULD AL—MOST CRY. 


BEAUTIFUL BANJO BEING 


Mr. Archibald Turner: YES, BUT WE’VE GOT THE CANOE, AND THAT ’S WORTH A GOOD DEAL MORE 
JUST AT PRESENT. THERE’S ANOTH—ER GREAT ADVANTAGE THE CANOE HAS OVER THE BANJO, THE LESS 
YOU KNOW ABOUT IT THE—THE MORE YOU CAN GET OUT OF IT. 








THE SWEETS OF LOVE. “ How love would weave from sunny hours 
A chain to trip the laggard, Time, ~ 
I he fox-glove swung its purple bell And sit in dew-empearled bowers 
Aloft to catch the evening dew; And dream as in some tropic clime!” 


The lily, in a mossy dell, 


? M4 “cc ” 
Lay faint beneath the “ heaven’s blue. “Ves, 't would be nice, dear Tom,” she said, 


“To hear the chiming wedding bells; 
But if we lived here when we wed 
What zeould I do for caramels ?”’ 


We watched the lazy spiders spin, 

And heard the sparrows cheep and call, 
Far from the city’s whir and din, 

Where silence brooded over all. : 

HAROLD VAN SANTVOORD. 

Amid a crimson sea of fire 

The burning sun had sunk to rest; 
The clouds rose like a funeral pyre 

All glowing in the golden west. 





“PLUTARCH’S lives—Plutarch’s lives,” muttered 
Midas, pausing before his book shelves and spelling 
out a title, “ Plutarch’s lives—who, how many lives on 


“T love,” I said, “in such a scene, _ earth had the man?” 
Where joy and hope and peace abide, “Looney !” exclaimed Mrs. Midas in a fine burst 
Life’s choicest favors one might glean, of contempt, “don’t you know nothing? It’s a book 
Thrice-happy, sweet, whate’er betide ! about cats!” 





“ How love would fill our golden cup 
With nectar to the dewy brim, More than 43,000 books and pamphlets have al- 


And raise the jewelled token up ready been published on the subject of electricity. No 
When lovers’ eyes are growing dim. wonder we know next to nothing about it. 
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*HOW TO GET STRONG. 


You TOLD ME, ARTHUR, THAT YOUR DOCTOR AD- 
VISED YOU TO DRINK WHISKEY; HAS IT DONE YOU ANY 
GOOD ? 

WELL I SHOULD SAY SO; I GOT A BARREL OF IT 
TWO WEEKS AGO AND I COULD HARDLY LIFT IT, AND 
NOW I CAN CARRY IT ABOUT THE ROOM. 


* bing our apologies to Mr. Bleikie for the title, and to the public for the 
English. 


A DISTINCTION, WITHA DIFFERENCE. 


TSTRESS.—* Bridget.” 
Br.—“ Ma’am !” 

Mistress—“ Did you hear me ring ?” 

Br.—“No Ma’am.” 

Mistress—“ How’s that ?”’ 

Br.—*T did n’t hear you ring ma’am, but I heard 
the bell ring, ma’am.” 

Mistress —“ And why did you not answer it?” 

Br.—* Sure, ma’am, I was just afther opening the 
front door for a man, to see the masther.”’ 

Mistress —“ What man ?” 

Br— The man what dined wid yez last night, 
ma’am. An’ who did I see goin’ down the basement 
stips, but the gintleman for the swill. Shure, onless 
I cut misilf in two, I can’t be in three places at oncet, 
ma‘am.”’ 


rE ~ 


TRIALS OF A MT. DESERTER. 
INTERCEPTED LETTER NO. 3. 


Bar Harpor, ME. 
AuG. 25th, ’83. 

EAREST, DARLING MAMIE :—I have had 
such distressing headaches since you left that I 
know you won't scold me for not writing. Lurlie ar- 
rived Monday morning just a half hour after you left, 
and I went down with Mr. Rathbone to meet her. I 
had so raved over Lurlie to Mr. Rathbone, that of 
course he felt bound to say he thought her the most 
Titianesque and rapturously Southron looking girl he 
had seen this summer, just as if 7 didn’t know he 
could n’t mean that, when Lurlie has ved hair just as 
plain as the nose on her face, and that is pretty plain— 
isn’t it, Mame, dear? But of course she can’t help it, 
and is the sweetest, darlingest friend I have in the 
world, although I do wish she wouldn’t wear short 
sleeves until that cod liver oil works on her arms— 
don’t you, Mame? I saw Arch—Mr. Ten Broeck, I 
mean—yesterday. He came up to speak to Lurlie 
and me, and we both congratulated him Aeartily on his 
engagement. He pretended not to know what we 
were talking of, and said we must n't believe half we 
hear. I replied that I never did—when he was talking. 
Was n’t that good ? What Carrie Van Salmon can see 
in him, 7 can’t conceive. I used to like him—as a 
Sriend, of course—but mama says the Ten Broecks are 
so poor now that they have to sponge for hay for their 
horses off their aunt’s farm in Westchester county, and 
papa heard on the street over a month ago that John 
Ten Broeck had to get Mrs. De Wolfe to endorse a 
note for him before he could lease the cottage up here. 
Besides that, Archie is awfully dissipated. Mrs. Bliss 
says she knows her nephew George paid him 65 cents 
on a poker debt last week, and old Miss Peplow told 
mama last night that on the very night Archie’s en- 
gagement to Carrie was told her, she could smell cloves 
on his breath just as plain as could be. Poor Carrie! 

I pity her if she marries him—do n’t you, Mame ? 
Yesterday Mr. Rathbone rowed me to the Bald Por- 
cupine. He said he would like to have paddled me 
over, but would not think of risking my life for an 
idle pleasure, but would rather sacrifice his own to 
purchase one smile. Wasn’t that sweet? We pulled 
up the boat on the beach and climbed the little hill, 
and then I sat down on a flat rock with my red para- 
sol, and he stretched himself at my feet and said that 
that was the nearest spot to heaven he had ever known, 
and when he looked wp with those great, splendid, 
Southron eyes of his, I was almost frightened, I was so 
happy. Then he read Aux /taliens to me, and O, 
Mame, when he came to those heart-breaking lines— 


‘* T thought of our little quarrels and strife, 
And the letter which brought me back my ring ; 
And it all seemed then, in the waste of life, 
Such a very little thing ”-— 


his voice trembled, and his far-off, dreamy eyes filled 
with tears, and I was wié/d to tell him how awfully 
sorry I was he should have been so dreadfully treated 
by any girl—but of course I didn’t. Then he stopped 
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and asked me if he could light a cigarette, and when 
I said he might, he looked so grateful, and sighed, and 
said that I reminded him of the magnolia buds which 
blew in his Southron home. I asked him how, and he 
was just going to tell me when we heard a screech 
from the beach, and who should be there but that 
odious little Gregory Jones in his yacht with Lulu 
Savage, Carrie Van Salmon and Archie, and he yelled 
up to Cecil—Mr. Rathbone, I mean, that he had better 
stop spooning and come down and get his boat, as the 
tide was floating it off. Well, of course we had to 
climb down and get the boat, and Mr. Rathbone had 
to wade out up to his waist and then of course we had 
to come right home, although I was so mad with that 
little snip I could have drowmed him—would n’t you 
have been too, Mame? 

In the afternoon we all went to Great Head. You 
know where the road branches off and where that red- 
headed man lives who keeps the disagreeable bull-dog ? 
Well, who do you think we met right there, walking 
back? Maude Halcombe and Arthur Penwright. 
Mame, just as sure as you are a living girl Maude has 
thrown Harry Forbes over. Why, it is nearly four 
miles from the hotel, and you know Maude is n’t such 
a big goose as to walk that distance with any man un- 
less she is desperate. Besides, if you remember, when- 
ever she went off for a prow! with Harry, she always 
wore that same old red skirt she had on when the cow 
chased her over the fence at Somesville, but yesterday 
she had on that mew merino, and more golden rod— 
which you know Harry detests—and was generally 
gotten up to 4/7. Well, when we passed them Mrs. 
Bliss cackled over an invitation to come over with us 
and get some luncheon, but Maude kissed her hand 
and said she was out for a “constitutional ”"—just as 
if / did n’t know she is the laziest girl alive. Well, I 
can’t say I wish her worse than to marry Arthur Pen- 
wright. His father has lots of money, they say, but 
he lives in Chicago, wherever that is, and that’s 
enough for me—is n’t it, Mame? 

The whole of our afternoon at Great Head was 
just ruined by Mrs. Bliss. She énststed on my help- 
ing her spread out the lot of sardines and watermelons 
she called luncheon, and of course Lurlie had to go 
off with Mr. Rathbone, and they went over to Ane- 
mone Cave and didn’t return until sundown. If 
Lurlie wasn’t such a dear friend of mine I would 
have been w/d, but I know she was talking to him the 
whole time about me, for he looked so happy when he 
returned, and gave me a dear little starfish to remem- 
ber the day by, that I could n’t be angry. Lu Savage 
was dreadfully miffed, too, because Mrs. Bliss said 
that if she and Charlie Hatton climbed down the Head 
she'd have a fit. J’d have gone if she’d have had 
sixty fits—would n’t you, Mame? 

It is nearly ten o’clock, now, and Cecil and I and 
Lurlie and Charlie Hatton are going down to the 
Rocks. Write soon to your devoted GWEN. 





P. S.—I have just rushed up stairs to say that I saw 
Maude Halcombe galloping off to see the Richmond 
come in, and she said that she saw Zur/ie on the Rocks 
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a half an hour ago, with Ceci/. I am going right 
down there to see for myself—would n’t you, Mame? 


I. 





P. S.—It is ¢rue/ I went down with Gregory Jones 
—he is horrid but he was the only one on the veran- 
dah, and he trotted me all over the beach, and where 
do you think we found them? On the beach by that 
little bay. And he was holding her hand! And she 
was looking down and pretending to be confused ! 
And he was whispering to her! And I don’t know 
what 1 would have done, if Gregory Jones had n’t 
hooted out to that odious Mr. Rathbone and brought 
them to their senses. I never dreamed that Lurlie 
would have fallen so easi/y into the trap of that de- 
testable man, but it serves her right for her perfidy to 
me. O Mame, I am so glad that girl has no secrets of 
mine. To think what a marrow escape I had from 
entrusting her with my confidences! To you, Mame, 
alone, would I tell anything I would n’t publish to the 
world. G. 





P. S.—Lurlie has just been here. She told me she 
had a secret to confide to me, if I wanted to hear it. 
I told her it was a perfect matter of indifference to me 
whether I heard it or not, and so she’said I was real 
mean, and flounced out ‘of. the room to have a good 
cry. J don’t care—would you, Mame? G. 





¢ P. S.—Mama says we will go to Campobello to- 
morrow. Iam glad of it. Although I have received 
a great deal of attention here, I think it the stupidest, 
hatefullest place I was ever in—do n’t you, Mame ? 

G. 





P.S.—I have thrown that starfish away which 4e 
gave me. G. 





UN VOYAGEUR MODERNE. 


F chére Paris he ceaseless sings, 
Absinthe, grisettes, and Bullier flings ; 
Our Yankee accents sorely grate 
On Gallic soul disconsolate, 
As weary gull with wounded wings. 


Each time he opes Ws lips outsprings 
Some memory of his ‘wanderings 
Through royal ruins desolate 
Of chére Paris. 


At every dish that Phillis brings, 
He wails for Voisin’s messy things ; 
You ’d hardly think, to hear him prate, 
He'd but a week within the gate 
Of chére Paris. 
CurTIs GUILD, Jr. 





THE phrase “You yourself are much condemned to 
have an itching palm”’ leads one to think that Cassius 
must have been at one time a Scotch fiddler. 
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IDYLLS OF THE RING. 





SAMMY—A REMINISCENCE, 


ND so the lists were cleared—the day had come ; 

A day of gore—a whirl of tooth and nail, 
When Sammy was to do or die ; to make 
A spoon or, peradventure, spoil a horn. 
For things had not been going smoothly as of yore; 
The Boss was handling Sammy without gloves, 
And Sammy’s back was up for keeps, 
The blood was in his eye ; his rampant crest 
Stood stiff and gristly in the tempest’s teeth. 

And so 
They shoveled off a stretch near Shantytown— 
A smooth expanse with dips at either end— 
And set up railings whitewashed in high art, 
And carted off the turf for winter use, 
Until the lists were ready for the shock. 
Beyant the space thus sacred to the knights 
The rabble gathered in great strength and force, 
While on the stand—an artless trestle-work— 
The kid-gloved friends of Sammy perched, 
With salts held to their noses, and a thrill 
Of horror rippling down their haughty backs, 
As they beheld the mob feed on the peanut wild 
And mop their brows with ten-cent wipes 
Procured au bon marché on Chatham Square. 
At times a murmur filtered through the crowd, 
As this or that gave hint of coming deeds ; 
And once when Sammy, in his far-off tent, 
Was heard to blow his nose with awful force, 
Strong men did shut their eyes for fear, 
Two Biddies fainted in their Sunday clothes, 
And epilepsy smote a brat like death. 
* * * 


But suddenly the Boss’s horn brayed forth, 

And Samuel’s trumpet shrilled defiance in reply, 

And straightway, each one from his corner of the lists, 
The champions paced forth in glittering mail 

And swapped a dreadful scowl of hate. 


Then rose into the summer air so vast a shout 

As split the welkin into kindling wood, 

And set the dogs to howling miles around, 

And made a deaf man over at the Point 

Exclaim, ‘‘ Come in !’’ as though some one had knocked. 


* * * 


No notice took the bilious Boss of all this row; 

He simply spat upon his hand and gripped the lance 
While Sammy waved a new plug hat and grinned 
Moist recognition at his high-toned friends. 

Thus stood the two when, from the judge’s throne, 
The signal for the battle to begin was heard, 

And frantic heralds scurried up and down, 

With yells of ‘‘ Cheese it!” ‘‘ Mind your Eye !” and “ Git !” 
Then John, astride a sky-blue charger of renown, 
And Sammy, on a foaming wall-eyed barb, 

Took place and waited for the fatal toot 

Which was to launch them in the deadly fight. 
Sam’s eye flashed hectic fire through his helm, 

And Johnny, through a trifle pale about the gills, 
Looked meaningly around, as who should say : 

‘* Go easy ; there’s a hen on in these parts!” 


* *k * 


Then came the sickening signal-sound, and then, 
Like bolts shot from some brawny catapult, 

Or loafers, lifted by the great Bogardus Kicker, 

Or anything that’s swift and sudden and spasmodic, 
The champions rushed upon each other with a yell. 
There was a horrid, grinding, churning noise, 

As when a pumpkin falls and squashes on the stones, 
And some one shrieked, ‘‘ He’s got it in the neck !”’ 
And, sure enough, no sooner had the dust riz up, 
Then Sam was seen, a-weltering in the dirt. 

His faithful piebald gave one snort and ran, 

And broke into a corn-patch not far off, 

And eat a bar’! of roasting ears toute suite. 

And all the Tildenites exclaimed Gurroo ! and wept. 
They lifted him and loosed his wig and teeth 

And rent his garments for fresh air, and spilt 
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“ They lifted him and loosed his wig and teeth ;” 


Fresh water on his corrugated Grecian brow ; 

And some one stole his new plug hat and skipped, 
And, generally, they went through Sammy as he lay. 
But there was nothing special in his little clothes, 
And fresh air did n’t seem abundant round that spot ; 
And water only sizzled on his battered cheek. 

And there was dole in Gramercy that night, 

As home they brought him on a jaunting car 

And dumped him neatly on the front-door steps. 

And all the boys went round to Kelly’s tent 

Where wassail gave its gentle fragrance to the breeze, 
And where the victors hived the spoils of war. 

For these are times of business instincts with the boys, 
And plunder is the little lay they’re on. 





“Where wassail gave its gentle fragrance to the breeze.”’ 


So everybody rushed to slobber over John 

And tell him what a knightly blow he struck ; 

How he had busted Tilden in the snoot 

And scooped him, so to speak, in style. 

Crowds come to gaze upon the sword “Go Bragh !” 
And likewise on the shield whose ancient crest 
With just ‘‘ Be Jabers!” written in the scroll, 

Had seen old Sammy peter out that day; 


And Sammy never chirped again, it seems— 
He only said ‘‘ I’m cooked !”’ and passed away. 


* * 


Home they brought their warrior dead-— 
At least he seemed to be just then ; 

For seldom had so bad a head 

Been seen upon the sons of men : 

A beefsteak on his larboard eye, 

A poultice on his little spine. 

Oh ! Sammy, sure you ought to die— 
You ’ll never be a Boss of mine. 


RICHARD WEIGHTMAN., 














HURLOW WEED’S autobiography (Houghton, 
Mifiin & Co.) is interesting not only because 
it shows us some of the inwardness of wire-pulling, 
but because it gives us an entertaining picture of 
the life and surroundings of the old time editor. 
Now-a-days the office boy of a well conducted New 
York daily would consider himself ill paid were he 
to receive no more per annum than did Mr. Weed 
for editing and writing the Albany Zvening Journal 
during its early years. Editors in those days served 
their time as apprentices to the business, and they 
could “stick” type as easily as they could wield 
the pen. When Mr. Weed and a Whig committee 
waited on Horace Greeley, then editor of the Mew 
Yorker, to offer him a leadership in that party, they 
found him “with coat off and sleeves rolled up, 
standing at the ‘case,’ ‘stick’ in hand.” That was 
very different from the bric-a-brac warerooms in 
which some of our present editors are to be found 
enthroned. Mr. Weed explains why he never accept- 
ed an office—he was a candidate once, and his pride 
was so wounded at not being appointed that he de- 
termined never to put himself in a similar position 
again. He did wisely, for instead of holding one 
office in the gift of his party he controlled all. 





M®& HENRY IRVING has written a preface fora 

translation of Diderot’s “The Paradox of Acting,” 
made by Mr. Walter Herries Pollock. (Scribner 
& Welford.) Mr. Irving refutes M. Diderot’s the- 
ory that sensibility should have no part in an actor’s 
functions. He has summed up his own case quite 
correctly when he says “it is quite possible to feel 
all the excitement of the situation and yet be per- 
fectly self-possessed.” And again he must refer to 
himself when he speaks of the stage to-day enjoying 
“that social esteem which makes public spirit and 
private independence.” It is an admirable little pre- 
face and that it bears Mr. Irving’s name will no doubt 
do more toward selling the book than Diderot's share 
in it, or even Mr. Pollock’s. 
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Unron SQuare THEATRE. 


VERA ; OR, THE NIHILIST, 


BY 


OSCAR WILDE. 








‘6 Y FRIENDS,” said the editor, as he Janguidly glanced 

over a missive which an attendant had just placed on 
the richly inlaid table which was close to the editorial side, ‘‘ I 
have a treat in store for one of you. Don’t all speak at once, 
Who will go to the first night of Oscar Wilde’s play?” 
The artist raised his head from his drawing board on which it 
had been lying in slumberous attitude, and feverishly put in a 


now. 


face all out of drawing. The rhymster squirmed uneasily in 


his seat. The man of business who had come in the sanctum to 
match pennies actually left one of those coins behind him, so 
rapid was his rush into his den, and not a word was uttered. 


’ 


‘*Some one will have to go,” resumed the editor. 

‘“Where’s the critic?”” asked the artist with a sneer, for the 
* ie 
England, instructing the Saturday Review staff on the Geogra- 


phy ‘of His Native Land.’”’ 


critic had once found fault with one of his illustrations. 


‘*VYou’re fond of the theatre yourself, are n’t you ?”’ asked the 
rhymster suggestively. 
“‘T have an appointment with my dentist and therefore I can- 


” 


not go,’’ responded the editor with dignity. 

“Well, I’ve just bought a house,” grunted the artist irrele- 
vantly. 

“ And I’ve got a sick friend,” chimed in the rhyming one. 

‘‘Say no more, gentlemen. I see you are both disposed to 
shirk your just responsibilities. There is only one course open 
to us. We must send the Fetish.” 

“Who is the Fetish?” asked the rhyming genius who had 
been on a prolonged vacation. 


, 


‘*Our new office-boy,” replied his chief. ‘ Christian name 
Definition of Fetish—a wooden idol. 
Fetish !” 

The youth who answered the summons stuck a bullet head 
close cropped to a bluish tint inside the door and ejaculated, 
‘** Did yer call ?” y 

‘* Yes, Fetish, I did” replied the chief, and proceeded to give 
minute instructions as to the duty that had devolved on the 
junior member of the staff. A slight hitch occurred, due to the 
fact that the Fetish instantly demanded an increase of wages, 
shorter hours, and double pay for night work.. The case was 
put to arbitration and resulted in the stupid returning on a 
promise of a quarter for every performance he attended. The 
following report was handed in by the Fetish next day:— 

“ The play ain’t worth going ter see. There ain’t but two deaths 


John; surname unknown. 
John is wooden, also idle. 
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in it and them’s snide ones. Dere’s on’y one gal in the hull play 
and she ain’tmuch. This is how de play goes. The gal’s brother, 
who’s a reg’lar way-down galoot, comes in with the cops in de fust 
act, an’ makes his sister swear a solemn affydavy to avenge him. 
An’ she swears like a good ’un. Then she turns up agin in de 
nex’ act dressed fit ter kill an’ has a row about her feller with a 
lot of toughs, who want to slug him when de cops come in agin 
and her feller says he’s the son of the Shah of Roosher. In the 
nex’ act her feller has a row wid his ole maw an’ his ole man gives 
him pepper an’ sticks his head out of de winder an’ gets shot and 
Then the gal, 
in anoder dress, turns up among the toughs and swears as 
how she’s going to knife her feller ’cos he’s gone back on her, 
and in the nex’ act she gets inter the room where he’s sleepin’ on 
a sofy and is going to knife him when he wakes, so she sticks 
herself an’ chucks the knife outer the winder. Thet’s all dere 
wuz to it and it was bloomin’ rot, an’ as I come out I met Chim- 
mie Moriarty, and Chimmie said as how he ’d got half a dollar for 
yellin’ for Oscar from the gallery, an’ I want half a dollar ’cos I 
yelled too.” 

‘This report being hardly of a nature to be understood of the 
people, the critic was cabled to but did not reply. The following, 
however, was received on a postal card:— 

“Got back last night. Went to see Véra. Dull, undramatic, 
platitudinous, perilously close to indecency and blasphemy. Stage- 
setting cheap, tawdry and incorrect. Dresses ditto. Oscar will 
find that cutting his hair has caused his strength (in the way of 
drawing a gaping crowd) to depart from him. Send this month’s 
salary to Newport.” |: a 


an ’ole chump tells his son as he’s the emperor. 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


APT. RHODES, Miagara.—Your plan is good but should 
be reversed. You should first swim the whirlpool your- 
self, and thus ascertain if it would be safe for the dog. 


Oscar W.—Certainly, dear boy, the critics were wrong—they 
always are. All your play needs is revision. Re-write the acts, 
put in new scenery and get a few fresh characters, and it will be 
a success if it succeeds. 


Davip D.—You are wrong. The statement that over 209,- 
000,000,000 tons of freight were handled in this country during 
the year had no reference to your recent Southern trip. 


VICTORIA, Osborne.—t. Yes, Tennyson’s refusal to write a 
poem to John Brown is a proof that he is not a true poet. 2. 
Whom can we recommend? Hon. A. M. Childs, Philadelphia. 


J. G. BLaInE.—Do we not consider your book unique of its 
kind? Certainly. Carlyle, at his best, wrote nothing like it ; 
nothing, James, we assure you. 


JOHN ROACH, care Robeson. — You are right. Do not race 
with his yacht. As you say, you can only get yourself or the 
country into trouble. If his yacht should blow up, or founder, or 
run ashore, or catch fire, or collide, what would the Western 
Union do? Andif you, John, should have an accident, as you 
are certain to have, judging from the ships you have built, why 
think what grief and loss you would entail upon Mr. Robeson! 
No, John, go slow. Four miles an hour with the tide is what you 
have allowed our swift men of war, and gracious’ sake, John, it is 
too late in the day to lose your reputation. 


CHESTER A. A., Yellowstone Park.—1. Sorry we cannot pub- 
lish your fish story. 2. How isthe country getting on? Slowly, 


Chester, slowly, but as yet it has n’t given us much trouble. 


























PROPINQUITY. 


Aree saw Alice one morning 
By accident, over the way— 
And, smitten without any warning, 
Proposed—and they marry to-day. 


And Alfred and Agatha meeting 
By accident, quite, at the play, 
Were caught at the very first greeting, 
And are to be married to-day. 


Had Alfred, now, chanced to meet Alice, 
In just that original way, 

I li wager, without any malice, 
That ‘hey would have married to-day. 


Had Agatha walked for an airing 
In Alice’s shoes, let us say— 
Augustus might now have been swearing 
To love and defend her alway. 


Ah! Blind little god of the quiver, 
Thy wings ever flutter astray ! 

To think of thy sport is to shiver ! 
Thine arrows fly all the wrong way ! 


For Alfred and Agatha mated 

No more than a season shall stay. 
Augustus and Alice are fated 

To wrangle their wedlock away. 


Ah! Blind little god, if thy blindness 
Should lead thee to flutter my way, 

Uncover thine eyes in all kindness, 
And kill me in mercy, I pray ! 


T. R. SULLIVAN. 


“T see,” remarked the guest at a seaside hotel, com- 
ing in from the garden one morning, “that you have 
some fine specimens of Cimex Lectularius in your 
beds.” “Land of Scott,” said the landlord, in a 
beautiful burst of enthusiasm, “I should say so. Aint 
a place on the coast like this for ’em. Grow spon- 
taneously, you might say. Can’t crush ’em out. Give 
you some to take home with you if you want.” And 
then when he found that the Cimex Lectularius does 
n’t grow in that kind of a bed, and is a strictly noc- 
turnal plant, he chased that boarder two days trying 
to kill him, 


GREAT clamor is made at the headquarters of a 
Western railroad because it has just been discovered 
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THE OCEAN STEAMER—No. og. 


SANDY Hook. 


that about 70 per cent. of the passenger fares have 
been stolen by the conductors. The passengers and 
stockholders are delighted to know that the directors 
do n’t get all the swag. Little do the people who travel 
care whether the robber is the President of the Com- 
pany or only the porter of the Pullman. It’s all the 
same to the victim. 


A WEEK ago the Tsar banished 22 young students 
for reading a Nihilist paper. We thought at first that 
the act of the autocrat was inexcusably brutal and 
harsh, but since learning that the editorials in the 
paper were written by O’Dynamite Rossa, we endorse 
the Tsar. A man ought to be sent to Siberia for such 
a wicked waste of time. 











108 


























THIS IS CARELESS LITTLE HANNAH; 
SEE HER EATING THIS BANANA, 

AND DISTRIBUTING THE PEELINGS 
IN A MOST PROMISCUOUS MANNER. 


THIS IS THE PA OF LITTLE HANNAH ; 
GOODNESS SAKES ALIVE! HOW CAN A 
MAN PERFORM SUCH QUEER GYMNASTICS 


ON A SMALL PIECE OF BANANA? 





TO OSCAR. 


(= the sundering sea, whose wind-blown foaM 
Sweeps backward to his home a fond adieU, 

Comes a tall stranger ; once by much the firsT 

Esthete in England. Though the hair is cuT 

Round his mild face, even the stern shampoO 

Will not wear out the brains that yet remaiN. 

In former times our thought must pierce beneatH 

Locks that hung thick as the white winter fleecE 

Down the calm front of sheep on stormy leA, 

Ere we could guess what treasure there lay hiD. 





Tray dollars are taken at par by the four spot. 


It is believed in Boston that Professor Slugger S. 
Sullivan is the inventor of the reversible cuff. 


In the voluminous talk on “Soap” in which our 
Democratic contemporaries indulge, it is of course nat- 
ural to expect a little lye. 


A Missouri exhorter boasts of the proud fact that his 
revival has attracted at least half as many persons as 
went to a recent circus, and nearly one-third of the 
number are now attending the trial of Frank James. 


THAT ten mermaids, four sea-serpents and a pirate 
were successfully seen in New Jersey this summer, 
shows up the amazing turpitude of the Louisville Ex- 
hibition Committee in awarding the first prize to Ken- 
tucky whiskey. 





Carpe diem.—A good day for carp. 

Vade mecum.—What ‘i yen tite? 

A l’ Anglaise.—A ma - 

Pour ccguit— hacen bimiaiiit (obsolete). 
Absence d eeprit~Tenal sitimence. 

Alter idem.—To dunes eats idea. 


Ars longa, vita brevis —Cut it short, and write on 
but one side of the paper. 


Béte noir.—A colored tramp. 
Ad nauseam.—A patent medicine “ ad.” 
A perte de vue.—A saucy look. 


Argumentum ad hominem.—Y ou ’te another. 
Cuas. F. Lumis. 





Now that the telegraph strike is over, let us move 
immediately upon the works of the enthusiastic oper- 
ator in New York, who cannot see you dancing at the 
window with your message, wild to send it off and 
frantic to catch the train that is just moving, until he 
has made his victorious move in the game of checquers 
he is playing with the operator in Denver. All re- 
forms in telegraphy were not definitely accomplished 
by the failure of the strike. 
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BANKERS. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, | 
BANKER AND BROKER, 
No. 25 PINE St., N. Y. 


All issues of Government Securities, Bank Shares, Rail- 
way Stocks and Bonds bought and sold on commission or 
carried on a margin. Special attention given to Invest- 
ments. Interest allowed on deposits. 


WILLIAM POLLOCK, 


MEMBER NEW YoRK STOCK EXCHANGE. 


“Cavanagh 


, Sandford & Co. 


Merchant Tazlors and Importers, 


16 West 23d STREET, 


Opposite 5th Ave. Hotel, New York. 


All the latest London fabrics regularly imported. 


AMERICAN PHOTO-ENGRAVING CO., 


13 & 15 VANDEWATER 


Make~lypeqMetal Pk 
| fad ok$,| Papédrp, etc} 


, NEW YORK 
for jllustrat 

: { From Or: 5 
and Ink} Pencil Jor Chayon, Ww a wl t 
nghavings, Lithographs and Photgax 
size, reduced’ or _emarged. See T)lttstr 
this Paper 





BILLIARDS. 


THE MOST EXTENSIVE MANUFACTURERS OF 





BILLIARD ANT OL TABLES 





IN THE WORLD, 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE C0., 





724 Broadway. New York. 





The Collender Billiard and Pool Tables 





have received the first premiums, the latest Triumphs 
being the Grand Medal—the highest premium over all na- 
tions—awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables, and Com- 
bination Cushions, Balls, Cues, &c., at the Paris Exhibi- 
tion of 1878. At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, 
in 1876, the combination cushions were reported the only 
ones scientifically correct in the angles of incidence and re- 
flection. New and second-hand billiard tables, in all de- 
signs, at the lowest prices. 


The H. W. COLLENDER COMPANY, 


768 Broadway, New York. 241 Tremont St., Boston, _ 
15 South Fifth St., St. Louis. 113 S. oth St., Philadelphia. 
84and 86 State St., Chicago 367W.Baltimore St. Baltimore, 








‘LPre * 
NOTES AND EXTRACTS. 
“Render unto Scissors those things which are Scissors” 


—[St. Paul to the Fenians. IV., 11, 44.] 


DOES insurance insure? It does. 
company every time.—Argonaut. 


It insures the 


LOVERS ought to move to Havre.—Gouverneur 
Herald. But if her Marseilles in and says he is Tou- 
louse, what then ?—Winnipeg Siftings. 





IN the pucket of a burglar recently shot at Newton, 
N. J., was found a Moody and Sankey hymn-book. 
Let this be a warning to young men as to what they 
read.— Hawkeye. 


IT was Watts, we believe, who said, ‘‘ Let dogs 
delight to bark and bite.” Dr. Watts must have been 
annoyed by young men serenading his daughter.— 
Rochester Post Express. 

ONE drop of honey will catch more flies than a 
quart of vinegar.—Modern Argo. Take it away. 
Darn the flies—who wants to catch ’em! Where 
does a bald head come in ?—Merchant Traveler. 


AN interesting oil transaction took place in the 
Third ward yesterday. Though the little boy bellowed 
like a bull and said he could n’t bear it, the old lady 
cornered him and made him take it.—Derrick. 

A MASSACHUSETTS man has an almanac two hun- 
dred years old, and there is n’t a word about Ben 
Butler in it. Now you see how utterly unreliable and 
away behind the times was an almanac in those an- 
cient days.—Argonaut. 


AN intemperate citizen of Rochester calls his stom- 
ach ‘“ Hades,” because it is the place of departed 
spirits.— Rochester Post. And one in Cincinnati 
calls his ‘‘ The Tomb,” because it’s where the bier 
goes.—Merchant Traveler. 


TRUE caution: ‘‘Ma,” said Jennie Parvenue, at 
Newport, ‘‘ they said those Smiths who have got the 
Jones cottage are awful stylish, and have got a pedi- 
gree.” ‘‘Got the pedigree, have they ?” said Mrs. 
Parvenu, excitedly ; ‘‘ well, you keep away from them, 
for I don’t want you tocatch it.".—New York Mail 
and Express. 


SENTIMENT in the Bois de Boulogne. Romeo 
and Juliet are promenading on a beautiful summer 
evening. Romeo, raising his eyes to heaven, ex- 
claims: ‘‘ What an admirable spectacle! Look at 
those thousand stars that sparkle!” ‘‘ Yes,” replies 
Juliet, ‘‘they remind you of the lanterns on the 
carriages.”"—French Paper. 








IMPORTANT. 

When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 
Expressage and Carriage Hire and stop at the GRAN 
UNION HOTEL, re Grand Central Depot. 

Four Hundred and Fifty (450) elegant rooms, fitted up at a 
cost of one million dollars, reduced to $1 and upwards per 
day. European plan. Elevator. Restaurant supplied 
with the best. Horse cars, stages and elevated railroad to 
all depots. Families can live better for less money at the 
Grand Union Hotel than at any other first-class hotel in 
the city. 


HEGEMAN’S GASTRICINE. 


A specific for dyspepen. Sold by all druggists. . 25 and 
50 cents per box. Sent by mail. J.N.HgGeman & Co., 
Broadway, corner 8th Street, N. Y. 


~— 








REPAIRS TO PLUMBING. 


Persons contemplating repairs to the drainage of their 
houses are advised that the Durham System can be intro- 
duced without difficulty in old buildings. It is a permanent 
protection, and adds materially to their value. 

Send for pamphlet to the Durham House Drainage Com- 
pany, 187 Broadway, N. Y. 


DITMAN’S TRUSS—Annexed Broadway and Barclay 
St. A Truss for Rupture can be fitted with intelligence 
that the wearer will get the greatest comfort. Private 
apartments for Ladies and Gentlemen. 





ill. 


‘Established 1853. 
H. B. KIRK & CO., 


1158 BROADWAY, 
.69 FULTON ST. 








(| Old Crow Rye 


Sour Mash’ 
ee and 
Whiskies. Mayfield. 


RELIABLE WINES. 





“ Now good digestion wait on appetite, 
And health on both.””—SHAKESPEARE. 


‘Common Sense” Lunch Room, 


135 BrRoapway (cor. Cedar St.), 
JAMES P. WHEDON, Manager. 


THE FONTOGRAPH. 


Always Writes. 
Never Clogs. 





Ink for Ten Days, 
Wear for Ten Years. 







Price from $1. 


‘0 to $10. 
Send for 


) Call and Try it. 
ist, 


Agents Wanted. 
THE A. S. FRENCH CO., M’r’rs, 


Ground Floor W. U. Tel. B’ld’g, 199 B’way, New York. 


F.W. DEVOE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Artists’ Materials, 


READY-MIXED PAINTs, Dry CoLors, Coors IN 
OIL, COLORS IN JAPAN, PULP CoLors, 


BRUSHES, FINE VARNISHES, &c. 
Cor. Fulton and William Sts., New York. 


CAND: 


box, by — of th 


Send one, two, 

three or five dol- 

. elars for a retail 
ndies in the world, put 


up in ndsome boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once, 
Address. 


C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner. 


78 Mapison St., Cu1caGo, 





GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


60 JOHN STREET, NEw York. 





This paper is printed with our cut ink. 

















€OPYRICUTER. 
CELEBRATED HATS. 
178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, } 1 J 179 Broadway, near 
bet. 22d & 23d Sts., f ane  — Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 
AND UNDER THE PaLmMer House, 


Correct STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY. 


LYONS FINE SILK UMBRELLAS, | 
AND WALKING STICKS. 
Ladies’ satis and Walking Hats. 


GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878 


BAKER’S 


Breaklast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. * It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
eal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids ar 
well as for persons in health. 





Sold by Grocers | irocers everywhere. 





W. Baker A Co., Dorchester, Mass. 
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And J will never sell any 
put HARTSHORNS! 


STEEL 
PENS 


1 willnever buy any bul 
H(ARTSHORNS KOLLERS 


FSTERBROOK 


Leading Nos: 14, 048, 130, 333, 161. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 
THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
Works, Camden, N. J. 26 John St., New York, 
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it in your 
Safe. 


Invest $8 for a $10,000 
Accident Policy, with $50 
Weekly Indemnity in: the 


United States 
Mutual Accident 


Association, 
320 & 322 B’way, N.Y, 


and place it in your safe, 
Twenty-five dollars a year 
will carry this insurance, and 
should misfortune overtake 
you in the way of fatal or 
disabling injury, there will 
never be cause to regret your 
forethought and prudence. 

European permits without 
extra charge. 











CHAMPAGNES 


WIN 


BRANCH HOUSES: 








MAXIMUM, Very Dry. 


BoucuH_E Fits & Company, 
NE GROWERS, MAREUIL SUR-AY (Champagne), 


23 Boulevard Haussmann, Paris ; 
Are now shipping their Cuvees of 1878 Wines, the quality of which. will make them rank among the 
finest ever imported into the United States. 


37 Beaver Street, New York. 


| NAPOLEON'S CABINET, Extra Dry. 


DRY VERZENAY. 


Columbia 
Bicycles & Tricycles | 





THE POPULAR 
Rapid Transit 
Steeds 


FoR PLEASURE 
OR BUSINESS. 





New illustrated (36 page) Cata- 
logue sent for 3 cent stamp. | 





“| THE POPE M’F’G CO., 
“573 WASHINGTON ST., 
Boston, Mass. 


NOTICE. 


Back Numbers of Lire from Vol. L, 
No. 1, may be had on application to the 
office, 1155 Broadway, New York, 

















Press of Gilliss Brothers, 75 & 77 Fulton Street, N. Y. 
£. 





For SALE BY ALL THE Best WINE MERCHANTS AND GROCERS THROUGHOUT THE STATES." 


Sure Cure for Bad Breath, Sour Lepr Headache, 


Burn, all Biliou 





etait rfect} ie ed TT 
0 i. tL RmAcy ce only 2 


astric 


f the S 
Chemically prepared from yome shoots Seas No 





sand Gast 








Quill action, and are 
uted to all styles of writing. 
for sale everywhere. 


's hese famous Steel Pens com- 
bine the essential qualities of 
egg 4 Durability and real 


Ivison, Biakeman, Taylor & Co., N. Y. 











